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Chorus on stage 
Enter Watchman 
Watchman: Look, a beacon! 

Exit Watchman 

Chorus: Ten years it's been since they went to fight the Trojan War. 

Agamemnon couldn't get the wind for Troy. 

Calchas said 'Kill your sprog!' 

So Agamemnon put on the harness of necessity, and did. 
Clytemnestra, his wife, was not happy. 

The story continues. 

Enter Clytemnestra 

Clytemnestra: Greece 1: Troy 0. 

Chorus: Are you sure? 

Clytemnestra: Of course I'm sure. Look at the fires. 

Exit Clytemnestra 

Chorus: Zeus has zapped the Trojans! 

A few days later 

Enter Herald 

Herald: Here we go, here we go, here we go! 

Chorus: Ah, but something is rotten in the state of Denmark. 

Herald: We've had a hell of a time. 

Exit Herald 


Enter Clytemnestra 



Clytemnestra: So, they're back are they? 


Enter Agamemnon and Cassandra 
Agamemnon: Hi honey. I'm home! 

Clytemnestra: Hello darling. Orestes is in Phocis. Take your shoes off. 

And come and have a nice hot bath. 

Agamemnon: OK. Look after my concubine. 

Nice carpet - is it new? 

Exit Agamemnon and Clytemnestra 

Chorus: Come child; yield to this hard necessity, and wear your new yoke. 
Cassandra: Ohhhhhhhhh! 

Chorus: That's quite a talent you've got there. 

Cassandra: (shyly) Apollo gave it me. 

Oh, I'm for it now! 


Exit Cassandra 

Agamemnon: (offstage) Help! Help! 

Chorus: I know that voice, don't I? 

Agamemnon: Oh, oh, a second blow! 

She stabs me to the heart against my wish! 

Chorus: I definitely think we should think about doing something. 

Enter Clytemnestra 

Clytemnestra: Got 'im! 

Enter Aegisthus 

Aegisthus: That'll teach his dad to be nasty to mine! 

Chorus: WIMP! Couldn't do it by yourself, could you? 

Aegisthus: Silence, underlings! The show must go on. 

Exit Clytemnestra and Aegisthus 


Chorus remain on stage 



Seven years later 


Enter Orestes 

Orestes: Gods, I'm back! Is that miserable woman my sister, Electra? 

Enter Electra 

Chorus: Something went bump in the night. 

Electra: Let us I i bate. 

Can this be the hair of my long-lost brother Orestes? 

Orestes: Tis I! 

Electra: NO! 

Orestes: Yes! By your hand on your loom! 

Electra: I am pleased to see you. The others have been drop, 
dropping like flies; Iphigeneia, Dad... 

Orestes: We've got to kill Mum. 

Chorus: Justice! Justice! Justice! 

Electra: Oh, Dad! 

Orestes: I agree. 

Chorus: Clytemnestra had a dream. A snake bit her. 

Orestes: I must transmute my nature, be viperous in heart, and 

act. The dream commands it. I am her destined murderer. 

(To Electra) You go in and act normally . 

Electra: And you? 

Orestes: I have a cunning plan. 

Exit Electra and Orestes 

Chorus: People are always killing each other. 

Enter Orestes 

Orestes: Hello, there! Hear me knocking at your outer door. 

Servant's head appears 

Servant: (With the voice of Brian's mother in 'Life of Brian') Who are you, then? 
Orestes: Ask someone in authority to come - a woman, if 

she's in charge, though a man would be more suitable. 



Enter Clytemnestro 


Clytemnestro: Warm bath, anyone? 

Orestes: I'm from Phocis. Orestes is dead. 
Clytemnestro: Alas! Come on in, anyway. 

Exit Orestes and Clytemnestro 

Chorus: Oh no! Zeus, do something! 

Enter Aegisthus 

Aegisthus: Dead, is he? 

Exit Aegisthus 

Chorus: Great Zeus, what can I say? 

Shriek from off 

Chorus: I know that voice, don't I? 

Voice from off: Aegisthus is dead! 

Enter Clytemnestro pursued by Orestes 

Clytemnestro: What, ho! Aegisthus, dead? 

Orestes, you wouldn't kill Mummy? 
The Furies'll get you! 

Orestes: It's difficult, I know. 

Exit Clytemnestro pursued by Orestes 

Silence 

Orestes' head appears: Got 'er! 


Chorus leave singing: 'Ding dong the witch is dead 1 . 



Delphi 

The Temple of Apollo 
Some time later 

Tableau: Apollo and Orestes surrounded by Sleeping Furies 
Ghost of Clytemnestra with back to audience 

Apollo: Yeah, I know I said 'Kill your mother!', but these here Furies 
Aren't really my department, see? 

Orestes: WHAT! 

Apollo: Oh, alright. Try Athens. I hear they're very good. 

Exit Apollo and Orestes 

Ghost of Clytemnestra turns round 

Clytemnestra: Being dead's no fun at all. 

Furies: Mutter, mutter. 

Clytetnnestra: Everybody hates me. 

Furies: (sleepily) Do you know what time it is? 

Clytemnestra: Orestes, who killed me, his mother, has escaped! 

Exit Ghost of Clytemnestra 

Furies: Oh no! We've overslept! 

Apollo, you rat! Come here! 

Enter Apollo 

Apollo: Avaunt thee, foul hags! 

Furies: This is all your fault. You told him to kill his mother! 

Apollo: She'd killed his dad! 

Furies: But you can't go around killing blood relatives 
Just because they've had a domestic, can you? 

I don't know. What is the world coming to? 


Exit Apollo and Furies 



Athens 

Temple of Athene 

Enter Orestes pursued by Furies 

Furies: There you are, you little matricide! 

Orestes: It wasn't my fault! 

Furies: So? Get 'im, girls! 

Enter Athene 

Athene: What is all this racket? 

Furies: Ah, Athene! This bloke killed his mother 
So we're going to dismember him, OK? 

Orestes: I didn't want to! Apollo made me! 

Athene: Oh heck! Don't think I can sort this one out. 

Hang on. I'll get some Athenians. 

Exit Athene 

Furies: This really isn't on. You have to respect the law. 

You say it's alright to murder blood relatives. 

And where'll it all end, eh? 

Enter Athene and Athenians 

Enter Apollo , furtively 

Athene: Right, let the prosecution begin. 

Furies: He killed his Mum. Against her wish. Didn't you ? 

Orestes: Urn, yes but... 

Furies: No buts. We rest our case. 

Apollo: As counsel for the defence, I would like to point out 
That Orestes's Mum was not a very nice person. 

And she was a woman. 

Athene: Right, members of the jury, cast your pebbles NOW! 

Jury hurl pebbles 

Athene: Well, we have a tie, but Orestes, as the contestant 

with the fewer or fewest number of passes, I declare you acquitted. 



Furies: RATS! 

Athene: Oh do stop whingeing! 

Furies: We fought a war for you, you know! 

Athene: Oh, come on! 

Furies: Oh, alright. We'll be good. 

ALL: And they all lived happily ever after. 
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